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By those stiff shapes in which he drew

His soul's exalted cry,
When flying down the forest dark

He slew and knew not why,
When he was filled with song, and strength

Flowed to him from the sky.

The wind blows from red deer and bull,
The clouds wild trumpets blare.

Trees rise in wild dreams from the earth,
Flowers with dream faces stare,

0 Hunter, your own shadow stands
Within your forest lair /

ECSTASY
I SAW a frieze on whitest marble drawn
Of boys who sought for shells along the shore,
Their white feet shedding pallor in the sea,
The shallow sea, the spring-time sea of green
That faintly creamed against the cold, smooth
pebbles.
The air was thin, their limbs were delicate,
The wind had graven their small eager hands
To feel the forests and the dark nights of Asia
Behind the purple bloom of the horizon,
Where sails would float and slowly melt away.
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